rT7. Jh-TTl 




jjjUIIIISII 






s- A NEW CAROL SET TO A GRAND OED TUNE 

P*\G£ TWO 



»'■ 






THE WAR CRY 



Hiw^^^^^^MSii^Sm 



Indescribable Joy! 

"The sight of the star filled them with indescribable joy." 

(Matt, 2:10) (Phillips) 



THREE — or was it more? — wise 
men stood staring at a star, 
and were filled with joy when 
they saw it settle over a house. 

They are usually pictured as 
kings or potentates and, as such, 
would certainly not be travelling 
alone, so there must have been at 
least a dozen in the party, standing 
in rapture. They had already been 
received by King Herod as honoured 
guests, and the star then guided 
them to the town of Bethlehem. 
They were to find the house and to 
return and inform the king of their 
success. 

But it did not turn out just like 
that. Was not some of the joy that 
filled them due to the sense of divine 
approbation that must have been 
theirs 1 when the God-given star not 
only led them to the town, but 
finally rested over the house? They 
were there. It must have seemed like 
THE END, but they were to discover 
that it was only the BEGINNING. 
The guidance of God was confirmed 
when they were told to go home a 
different way. Through the years 
which followed, their hearts must 
have glowed again and again with 
the indescribable joy of that climax 
to their searching travels. 

As we read the story it would 
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sound as though the star were the 
climax. How often are we deceived 
that way! We think that to attain 
happiness is the aim of life— and 
how wrong we are. The child feels 
he will be happy when he gets the 
ice-cream cone or the cookie he is 
crying for. If he gets it, he is happy 
for a few minutes (and it is right 
that he should be), but there it ends. 
The student who wants to pass 
exams, the young people who want 
to get married, the business man 
who yearns to "pull off' a big deal, 
are convinced happiness will be 
theirs, as though it all depends on 
those two little words "when . . . 
then . . ." 

The wise men would have looked 
anything but wise if they had only 
stood staring at the star. 

Neither child nor adult can find 
permanent satisfaction in the attain- 
ment of a passing desire, however 
attractive. Circumstances, things, 
people, can give us joy, even in- 
describable joy, but it is a fleeting 
joy — a happiness that gives way to 
other feelings, even sadness. The 
child will want food; the student 
must find his life's work; the young 
people have to live their lives to- 
gether, and the business man will 
have fresh worlds to conquer. 

Often we are tempted to be con- 





tent just to seek the star. We have 
ideals which shine, but even when 
we attain them, we are not to stop 
there, for the road ever leads up- 
ward and links up with fresh trails. 
We should never be content just to 
look at the star when, by going 
farther, we may find the Kingly 
Babe and worship Him. 

Do yon remember the story of 
Moses when God was commanding 
him to lead the children of Israel? 
God promised "I will send my 
angel before thee," but Moses 
astutely said. "Except Thy presence 
go with us, carry us not hence." He 
might have travelled with an angel; 
instead, he went with God. 

It is good to see the Babe and to 
worship Him but it is a great thing 
to know Him as a personal Saviour. 

It is good to know Christ died for 
the sins of the world, but far 
greater to receive His pardon, to 
realize that He is the risen Saviour, 
who will live in our hearts for ever. 

As our eyes see the star of His 
coming, let us respond to the sound 
of His call. 
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YOU ARE RESPONSIBLE 

OFFICE-MANAGER, you can free your 
conscience from the guilt of drink-caused 
accidents or crimes by refusing to serve drink 
with that Christmas party. Apart from pos- 
sible tragedies, there is the danger of 
instilling a liking for liquor in the hearts of 
innocent young boys or girls. Take a Firm 
stand; you'll never regret it. 
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TJALF a century of carolling! 
What memories I Some of those 
efforts took place in Canada's luting 
cold, or England's robust climate; 
some in a semi-tropical clime. My 
first attempt was as a lad of tender 
years (and ears, as the frost soon 
informed me!). I was with a small 
group of ray playmates, singing the 
carols we'd learned at school - 
"Hark, the Herald", "Good King 
Wcnceslas", "Noel", "Once in Royal 
David's City". They were all we 
knew. "Silent Night" and many other 
popular carols of today had not then 
reached England. We went- from 
house to house, singing in the porch 
and soliciting halfpennies or farth- 
ings from sometimes irate inmates, 
amounts that were shared out at the 
close. 

I linked up with a Salvation Army 
band when fourteen years of age, 
and had my first official engage- 
ment. Owen Sound was (as now) in 
the snow-belt, and the snow "lay 
round about, deep and crisp and 
even'* when we ventured forth night 
after night. How I revelled in it! 
There weren't so many Christmas 
trees in those days, but there was no 
lack of Christmas goodwill, and if 
we bandsmen had entered all the 
homes that invited us in for hot 
coffee, we'd never have finished. 
We did finally accept one invitation 
— that of a well-known alderman, 
whose generous hospitality, and that 
of his wife, overwhelmed me — a shy 
young lad. I gaxed with awe at the 
lovely furnishings, the decorations, 
the sire of the rooms, and at the dis- 
play of Yuletide goodies, 

X^atcr, a bandsman of a big city 
corps, I drifted through the serenad- 
ing effort in a rosy-coloured cloud 
one year. I had become engaged! 
Just before we went out carolling on 
Christmas Eve, my fiancee had taken 
me into her home, and had given me 



my present. I opened it -a lovely 
Bible. I read the words written on 
the fly-leaf in her own familiar hand- 
writing: "Seek ye first the Kingdom 
of God and His righteousness, and 
all these things shall be added unto 
you. 1 ' I can honestly say that no 
verse of Scripture up to then had 
ever spoken to my heart as that one 
did. It seemed to typify my years of 
restless searching for satisfaction. 
Now that I had found Christ, I had 
found peace, and "all things" — in- 
cluding a lovely young woman — had 
been "added unto me". I looked up 
from the reading, and met those lov- 
ing eyes fixed on mine with such 
understanding shining in them, . . . 
Is it any wonder I sallied forth into 
the biting wind, and the service I 
gave that night seemed the sublimest 
of pleasures? 

A "Band" Of Two 

As a young officer, I found seren- 
ading a rather grim, utilitarian 
affair. In the small corps to which I 
was attached, the income this secured 
was a real necessity, and as there was 
only my Captain and me to do both 
the playing and the collecting, it was 
gruelling work. But even then, the 
romance of the season mitigated the 
severity of the effort, and when we 
reached our bare little quarters and 
brewed a pot of hot cocoa, the pain 
of frozen nose and toes vanished, * 
and we felt wanned physically and 
spiritually. 

After marriage my wife and I had 
better corps, and carolling began to 
assume its rightful aspect. With a 
fair-sized group of musicians the ef- 
fort was easier and the harmonies 
not so painful. (A cornet and a 
euphonium do not produce Adeste 
Fideles too well, especially when 
frozen valves interrupt the melody!) 

Then there was the year very little 
snow fell in the town where we were 
stationed. Instead, it rained — and 
froze! Sidewalks and veranda-steps 



were coated with a thin veneer of 
slippcrincKs! I was first made aware 
of this when I left the quarters to 
proceed to the carolling rendezvous. 
Ignoring my wife's warning, "Be 
careful!" I slid off the first step 
(there were seven of them) and did 
not touch another one. and landed, 
flat on my back on the cement walk, 
with the breath knocked out of me, 
a dozen collection boxes scattered to 
the right and left. Fortunately, no 
bones were broken and, after a re- 
turn to the house for readjustment, I 
went on my way, cautiously slither- 
ing over the icy sidewalks. 

To the comrades' credit, they 
rallied out, defying the ice, but it 
was rather nerve-racking to hear, 
from time to time, a noisy clatter, as 
one or another of the collectors 
came to grief on the steps of the 
houses. (Today, with verandas 
largely abolished, in some areas 3 
there is not the same problem). 

Then we were plunged into an 
entirely new set-up. In the warm 
weather of another clime, we found 
(Continued on page 13) 
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Making the Needy Happy 

How To Give Tactfully During The Festive Season 



MOST of us feel an urge, at 
Christmastime, to do something 
for some needy person or family, 
quite apart from our donation 
dropped into the Salvation Army 
"bubble" on the corner, or a cheque 
sent in response to the Yuletide 
appeal. We get an extra thrill out of 
actually seeing the gift bestowed, or 
the outing or treat enjoyed before 
our eyes. 

But we need the wisdom of Solo- 
mon so that we don't blunder 
and spoil the day or days for the 
one — with the best intentions — we 
want to help. Don't, for instance, 
rush off to an orphanage and insist 
on taking a boy home for the day. 
He might prefer to spend the time 
with the other kiddies in the home. 

If you had arranged it some days 
or weeks before, he would no doubt 
have looked forward to it, but to 
suddenly find himself uprooted 
when "all the other children are 
having fun" would not be too 
pleasant. Consult the Army's welfare 
department officer, or the Captain 
of the local corps. They'll advise you 
whom to help. 

Perhaps you've heard of a poor 
family. Don't pack up a hamper — 
with turkey and nuts and raisins — 
and send it along. They probably 
have two or three exactly like it. 
Find out what provisions they are 
short of, and supply articles that are 
actually needed — common things, 
perhaps, without which the meal 
would not be complete. Have you 
found out whether or not they have 
a stove capable of handling a huge 
turkey? If not, make sure it's cooked 
first! 

Thoughtful Touches 

If you send clothing for the chil- 
dren, make sure it's the right 
size, and don't omit decorative 
wrapping paper, and labels if you 
want the family to do their own 
wrapping. 

You want to help the "senior citi- 
zens" in some home? Don't think a 
bedjacket is the only suitable gift. 
What about a tasteful box of station- 
ery — not forgetting a ball-point pen 
and stamps. A book of bus tickets 
would be an ideal gift, or even a 
couple of tickets to a concert at a 
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public building, or a musical festival 
or Nativity play at the nearest cita- 
del. "Grandma's" ego would be 
boosted by a little perfume. "Grand- 
pop" would like a pair of cuff-links 
or a white shirt and a tie — not too 
quiet! Old folks like to look nice. As 
thrilling a gift as any for shut-ins — 
if they live in a fairly large city — 
is to take them on a drive to the 
districts where Christmas decora- 
tions are really lavish. For thcin to 
see Santa and his reindeer blazing in 
coloured lights from a snowy roof is 
a real lift. 

Find out anyone who may be 
entirely alone on the festive day — 
people like students — far from home 
(perhaps from the country or over- 
seas) — or old people, who shun a 
home and prefer a room or an 
apartment. Invite them to your 
home for the day; they'll love it. 
Even a letter will cheer a lonely 
soul. Write a dozen to shut-ins, if 
you can't invite them to your home. 
Cheer them up! 

Think of Missionaries 

Well before Christmas think of 
missionaries, and mail them a Cana- 
dian calendar, or some Army (or 
other) periodicals or a money-order. 
They love to look at pictures show- 
ing familiar Canadian scenes. (A list 
of Salvation Army missionaries and 
their addresses is published in The 
War Cry during October each 
year). 

Do you live near a mental insti- 
tution? There you'll find plenty of 
patients who are normal most of the 
time, and who feel wretched at the 
thought of their previous happiness, 
and long for a really "homey" 
Christmas. Contact the superinten- 
dent; he'll suggest someone whose 
actions will not cause you any 
alarm. 

Offer your services as baby-sitter 
to a mother who longs to get down- 
town shopping, but whose three or 
four little ones handicap her. This, 
too, will need to be done well before 
the actual Natal Day. 

Buy a dozen Christmas War Crys, 
and push them through the letter- 
boxes of your neighbours. A phone 
call to some of the folk on your 
street, inviting them to drop in for 




a cup of tea and a piece of fruit- 
cake, would be a neighbourly 
gesture. Even if they don't come, 
they'll appreciate your thoughtful- 
ness. 

All-year Activity 

Better than all these actions is to 
link up with some group that does 
good turns the whole year round. 
Many Army institutions have aux- 
iliary leagues, where women meet 
and plan outings for orphans or old 
folk, arrange films for them, sec that 
they get gifts on birthdays or at 
Christmas and Easter. The folk you 
help at Christmastime are the 
recipients of much bounty around 
December, but are often left "high 
and dry" the rest of the year. Be an 
"all- the-year- rounder," and you'll 
get as much blessing from it as you 
bestow on others. 

But above everything else, on 
Christmas Day realize that the most 
important fact of all is the origin of 
the day — the birth of Jesus, the 
Saviour of the world. Read again 
Matthew's and Luke's accounts of 
the first Christmas Day, and pray 
that His presence will hallow your 
home and influence your loved ones. 
That makes it a real Christinas! 

—H.P.W. 



A NOTE OF PRAISE 

IN God's ears the choirs of Heoven 
Like many waters rise; 
But He misses the chirp of a sparrow 
That falls from its nest and dies. 

And I know in that wonderful chorus 
That swells through endless days, 

If my heart were cold and silent, 
He would miss my note of praise. 

So I'll sing my heart's best music 
For the Christ-Chifd who was born; 

For He must not miss my singing 
This happy Christmas morn. 

— S. L. Mahoney. 
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Prison- camp 



Postcard 



4f* HE FACT that there were some 
V£b vacant chair* around the table 
in those early years of World War II 
wm not in itself unusual for any 
household in Britain. But Christmas, 
1941, brought foreboding into our 
family circle as news came of the 
steady Japanese advance toward 
Singapore, where my brother, 
Coition, was engaged in military 
service- As we opened our presents 
around the tree and tried our best 
to have a happy time, it was no 
comfort to realize that the "Gibral- 
tar of the East", with all its de- 
fences poised for attack from the sea, 
had little in reserve to repel an in- 
vasion from the interior. 

A few weeks later the radio news- 
caster solemnly announced die com- 
plete victory of the Japanese in 
Malaya. One morning, not too long 
after hearing this news, the postman 
gave an extra loud knock at the 
door, and handed in a large envel- 



ope front the war office. It held a 
letter staling' that our brother was 
among the thousands listed as "miss- 
,ing". 

The long, weary months that fol- 
lowed were filled with worsening 
developments on the international 
scene, as bombings and battles 
scarred the world. Of our brother, 
the only word to reach us was "still 
missing". 

Two years later, another official 
letter was received, this time giving 

BY 

CAPTAIN NORMAN COLES, 
Brampton, Ontario 

heartening news indeed — Gordon 
was safe and well! I can still visual- 
ize my mother's actions. With the 
letter clasped between her folded 
hands, she sank to her knees (as she 
had done on receiving the first news 
two yean before) this time to thank 
God for all His mercies. What re- 
joicing there was as she then told the 
news to our neighbours and friends! 
Although in Japanese hands, Gordon, 
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AT HRISTMAS is not merely a day 

Mp or season; it h a way of life. The 
life which God revealed to men in 
the incarnate Son. te also, through 
Christ, available to men. 

Like Him, their Friend and 
Master, ordinary people like our- 
selves may, in a measure, he led of 
God is He was, serve others with 
His spirit of compassion and un- 
selfish bve, be supported by the 
wrote unconquerable faith in the 
•aeerdgiity of God in human 
affairs, know the deep-seated peace 
that made Him proof against all 



defeatism and despair — peace which 
"the world cannot give nor take 
away." 

Sinful men may be re^born into 
the likeness of the Son of Man. This 
fact is the supreme glory of Christ- 
mas, It marks the true nature of 
God's Christmas gifts to man 
through His blessed Son.— T.BM+ 
* * * 

The real democratic idea is not 
that ever}' man shall be on a level 
with every other, but that everyone 
shall have liberty, without hin- 
drances, to be what God made him. 




who had been lost, was now found! 

More excitement was to follow. Al- 
though the giving and receiving of 
Christmas presents caused much 
pleasure that year, the token that 
gave us the most joy came from 
japan. It was a small postcard, bear- 
ing Japanese characters, with a 
pointed message in English — from 
Gordon! It was the first of a limited 
number of messages that my brother 
was allowed to send to us, and it is 
only natural that these twenty-five- 
word postcards were regarded as 
literary gems! 

I shall never forget the two words 

at the end of that first message - 

"always cheerful". As a Salvation 
Army bandsman, Gordon had played 
the familiar hymn tune "Always 
Cheerful" on countless occasions. 
Now, in prison-camp, he was proving 
that the words were intended to 
serve more than just as a title in 
music. Although far from content 
with his lot as a prisoner-of-war, he 
had learned — with Paul — "in 
whatsoever state I am, therewith to 
be content". His cheerfulness under 
those conditions sprang from an 
inner knowledge of God's peace. 

What a Christmas we experienced 
that year! As the remaining members 
of our family gathered around the 
gaily-decorated table to discuss the 
good news which had come to our 
home, we were reminded of the even 
greater message which came to the 
whole world on the first Christmas: 
"Behold, I bring you good tidings of 
great joy . . ." No longer would 
mankind have to remain separated 
by sin from fellowship with God, 
"... for the Son of man is come 
to seek and to save that which was 
lost". 

Are you "missing" from God's 
family? If so, listen again to the good 
news of Christmas, and surrender to 
Him today. 

(Gordon is now a Salvation Army 
officer stationed in Chicago). 
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/ «» | HE message of Christmas is a 
(IT. message of joy. "Behold," said 
^^ the angel to the shepherds of 
Bethlehem, "I bring good tidings of 
^reat joy, which shall be to all people. 
For unto you is born this day in the 
city of David a Saviour, which is 
Christ the Lord." Matthew records 
of the wise men who came from the 
East: "When they saw the star, 
they rejoiced with exceeding great 

joy." 

With the music of the angels' song 
and the light of that star still in our 
hearts the Christian world sings to- 
day: 

"Joy to the worldl The Lord is cornel 
Let earth receive her King!" 

The Christmas season emphasizes 
anew the fact that u the joy in our 
hearts had its origin in the great Gift 



unites God and man. His spirit makes 
men brothers; His message is one of 
goodwill. 

Here is a story of goodwill, which 
proves the message of the angels on 
that first Christmas was not in vain. 
It was Christmas Eve. The buzz of 
activity in the welfare centre had 
subsided ; the gigantic task of dispens- 
ing Christmas relief had once again 
been accomplished. Tired but cheer- 
ful, workers were calling out their 
"Merry Christmas" to each other 
as, one by one, they left. Soon the 
director found himself alone. The 
task was done; how relieved he was. 

With cap in hand he made his 
way towards the door, happy at the 
prospect of home and Christinas. Just 
then the ringing of the phone caused 
him reluctantly to "about turn", and 
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that God made to the world in the 
person of His Son. 

We do not wonder at the angels' 
song for, from the beginning of time, 
great events have been celebrated in 
song. In the creation, the morning 
stars "sang together", and all the 
angels chanted in their joy. When 
from the bondage of Egypt the 
Hebrew slaves marched to their de- 
liverance they voiced their jubilation 
in an outburst of praise. As the pil- 
grims neared the holy city at the 
time of their festivals, songs of praise 
were upon their lips. 

There never was an occasion to 
compare with the birth of Jesus, our 
Saviour. It is no wonder, then, that 
the angels sang on the first Christ- 
mas night, for something new and 
wonderful had taken place. Hopes 
long cherished had been gloriously 
fulfilled. Centuries of darkness and 
gloom, during which Israel had 
looked for a Deliverer, had 
reached their climax. The Messiah 
had come. A light, a star had ap- 
peared in the heavens. A Child was 
born who was destined to be the 
Light of the World. His coming 
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answer its commanding call. "An 
elderly man living in a rooming 
house not far from the centre will 
have nothing for Christmas", the 
caller informed him. Could even one 
man be without provisions at Christ- 
mas? The director had not time to 
investigate, but purchasing food at 
a nearby store, he hastily made his 
way to the address given, one of 
the poorest neighbourhoods in the 
city. A brisk rap at the door of a 
shabby rooming house produced the 
landlady. Asking for the man, our 
director was politely shown to his 
room. As soon as he entered, the 
old man said, "I thought the Army 
would come ... I thought the Army 
would come." And the Army did 
not fail him. 

The old gentleman had, at one 
time, been a well-to-do business man, 
but had fallen on bad times. There 
he was, with bed, stove and a few 
utensils in a tiny run-down room, 
and no provision for Christmas — 
until the Army came. 

But what is the spirit that prompts 
this neighbourliness, this goodwill, 
this unselfish service? It had its 




genesis in God's great love lor man- 
kind that prompted Him to send His 
Son to be the Redeemer of the 
World. The message of goodwill that 
came to the awe-struck shepherds 
on those Judean hills, when suddenly 
there was with the angel a multitude 
of the heavenly host praising God, 
and saying "Glory to God in the 
highest, and on earth peace, good- 
will towards men," found a response 
then, and finds it now in the hearts 
of men. 



HOW IT BEGAN 

'-W AM Chrislmas. 

jl People tell me that my origin runs far 

"^ back into a heathen festival. 

My roots, they say, lie in pagan life. 

So be it! 

I accept the charge — and glory in itl 

For my pagan practice has been redeemed 
at the touch of Christ. My heathen 
ancestry was never the same again once 
His name and Spirit blessed it. 

And such is my mission, always to the soul. 

I touch self-seeking, and it gives place to 
goad will. 

I touch the wn !'!,e plans of men and they 
hide their hnttlemcnts with holly, knowing 
that they are out of harmony with His 
Spirit, 

I touch hard faces, and make them lender. 

I touch saddened children and make them 
laugh. 

I touch the cynic, and give him faith. 

I touch people like you — and they are not 
the same again. 

I am Christmas. 

P. R, Hayward. 

PAGE SEVEN 



?T' i i n- 



MY 






Scottie's Victory 

BY LIEUTENANT D. REYNOLDS 



2f 



kef; 



■ O fr;-:-i!j5 e;t5:!y, particularly 
rip Liilcfs f--:i-o cj way of l:e. 



■\-j b: 



;u Cnriwrn-.;* tc^e r« 
picture of revolt tain 
scon be p-:;-rvd in 
-reu^l the iam.iy •"'W^ 

iloured, tsc 



o w 



e:;l A 

WGu'.i 



The Face in the Darkness 

BY ARTHUR RIMAN, Hamilton, Ont. 
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lejily by and erpiod-fj in a fits'- ;i 

The vsici cf r 1 -::r fa*n«r t fine in the 
ecdy li;]ht fha* Cr.r.srmas mom h'um.fiated 
hym^hr/s ye-cnr.mg for pea:e, and fr:e 
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90'Wiwilt csrncri-j men tr.iCvg-Otit 
the eauh. If ahc ernp^MJi^ea m-^.n s sinful 
he'jrt, ttr.d the remsdy p'c.aed — ies^s, ths 

* # « 

Earlier, ! ho-i b*en ^sr on-e-d ot Sustex, 
N.B. Two days tefcre Cnr.ttiyios i had cb- 
tained iea'.e frc^ 7h«. Canad-:jn Atmy. My 
wfe-, Janet, waii enpecfinsj our secend child. 
Sue !ive...i w.lh D.cV cmd Wary, a c'^ple wnc 
cwnei 3 farm-iioiiM! a yrfe c? to our. 

O^ the evening of t»:e I3'd, J deci-jed Jo 
90 ie?er!::diTi3 w.?t> tVe Sjs*l'« Sasvstlrjrvsri. 
Wreri i rerycrfrfl ! k?* Janets time was 
R»a', and 1 ctiUed ^'.z'f, w;;3 yyt Junet 



£;r,,»hy ' was Intelligent but a clfonrny 
50*f, and irinde the kind cf mist^i.e;; which 
i;e^.: ; T'e meiii-hali Topics of cc river 5 it Ion. 
Gji->^ what Smithy did tins time?' would 
bs ti'.e open-ng namhit. Smithy was always 
tiie «irfT!Lin with his arit..!v'?5 twisted the 
wrong v^ay and who most easily aroused the 
Ar.rai% from my t-.e=1 was a ifc q+ the drill instructors, 
qii.ef, S?V, sensitive t-y- » con A S;citi£M hoy, ccarse «nd strong, found 

<■/.!! fH7T)tT:hftf ?"is re:"' name, cur new fri'efid oiipccicilly amusing. Scatt-o's 
ht;t IH c:2ll Him "Smiffiy," >re :crnmynts w-.to f:uny somt'timtis wy bitin^ly 
ricicf cn'y recently been moved at Smithy and greatly amused His "fallow- 
irr-o cur billet. Fellows like him irg." S-offio's "fcllDwing" consisted of a 

group of athletic, self-styled sttorsrjrnen, who 

- --■■■- — : ■,:-•■-—;"--■• ■:--—- had been tittinqtt'd to S.cttio because he hod 

played professional football. 

They used to en^y displaying their 
strength in various ways. One exhibition 
Sccttie personally orranrjed was to get Smithy 
around the waist and lift him up like a 
child. It would embarrass Smithy immensely, 
but small, slight, die could not do much 
about it. 

One night. Smithy knelt down by his bed 
to pray, it was a silent rebuke to rne. At the 
equipment depot I had prayed by my bed- 
s'de, but cit the recruit camp,. I had run out 
of ceurcsge and prayed horizontally. If you 
fail the first day in a new ccjmp, it's twice 
as hard to succeed (ho next day. 

One cf Scottie's crowd thought that 
Smithy's praying was the funniest thing he 
had done yet. But his scoffing was cut short 
by Sccttie. 

Soon after, Scottie was sitting on Smithy's 
bed, talking to him. Sitting on another fel- 
low's bed is usually the symbolic sign of 
[Continued on page °J 



upstairs c:nd i'Tt bed. 

' Light n firu .n 'hat s'eve before the nurse 
■cird a-K'o- ge* here," Maiy ducted me. 

After 1 g;:,r wood and paper and was 
texiy to stuff both into the stove, > heard a 
ay from upstairs, It was our daugh'er's first 
Lry he * I. The bo by h:id arrived sc-cner 
than expected! Soon, the nurse arrived; but 
no dollar, as re uvos having car-trouble" in 
detp snow. 

.V.fjry 5 sister-m-tow Louise, was a swihdi- 
boa-d cpertitcr for the 'elephane company in 
Susiet i'-e rang a;! the Salvcjtionists in the 
V'liorje ' The P.rncin's have their baby, it's a 
giri j Th;.r tvent will always remain a vivid 
mem.vy to me\ 



An Angry Phone Call 



BY ALICE GILLARD, Toronto, Ont, 



iff*' HE time— De-ember, 1 907; the p!ace — 
ill the old training college, Sherhourne 
^* Street, Toronto; a Christmas memory 
that can nei/ier fade cway. 

ft itarted some time before the 25th, with 
a!! the many duties that fall to the let of 
cadets ot such times—serenading, WAR CRY 
selling and, of course, standing on the 
street-corners with the Christmas cheer 
"boxes." We had "boxes" in those days, 
(not "plastic bubbles" as we have today) 
fastened about half-way up a long stick. I 
felt I would look so ridiculous carrying such 
a thing that I didn't think I could do it. 
Hswever, I "took up my cross" and walked 
to my corner. 

It was a very cold job, but no one 
grumbled; we were out to do all we could to 
make the needy happy, and our own dis- 



comfort was discounted accordingly. 

We laughed one morning when the Briga- 
dier told us he had received a phone call 
from an irate woman, telling him he should 
be ashamed of himself for "letting those 
poor girls stand out in the cold;" he was 
inhuman and unkind, etc., etc. The Brigadier 
told her if she felt that way about it she had 
better tell the girls to go home. Shortly after- 
wards she phoned. "I told the girls to go 
home," said the same voice, "but they 
won't go." 

"Well," said the Brigadier, "in that case 
there isn't much I can do about it, is there?" 
With much shorter training sessions than 
are now held, there was no time for a 
lengthy Christmas holiday, so it was decided 
that no one should leave the college over the 
(Continued on page 17) 
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The Keturned Wallet 

BY CAPTAIN MAXWELL RYAN, Gananoque, Ont. 



^I^k LD Mike Bennett was bitter and hungry 
Ujy as he trudged along the gaily-lit main 
^^ street. It was too bad the library 
closed early on Christmas Eve; it was the 
only place he could go where it was warm. 
There he could sit, day in and day out, doz- 
ing among the well-thumbed magazines, 
reminiscent of his wasted hours and his 
weary life. Each day the middle-aged 
librarian gave him her pre-occupied smile and 
said, "Good afternoon, Mr. Bennett." She 
knew he couldn't read, but she didn't mind 
his making the place a rest-room. 

The cold pierced through his thin coat as 
he shuffled along the crowded streets. They 
were thronged with happy people ond excited 
children. Even the shop-clerks seemed happy. 
This was Christmas Evel Santa would be 
coming; the house would be warm and cosy; 
the Christmas trees would be blazing with 
lights. The whole world would be joyous 
tonightl 

"Will that be all, Mr. Bennett?" asked the 
bright young clerk as she put a tin of corned 
beef and a loaf of yesterday's bread into a 
bag. "Thank you then, and merry Christmas, 
sir." 

As Mike turned away, he felt a surge of 
bitterness again. Sure, "merry Christmas" on 
sixty dollars a month; "merry Christmas" 
alone in a room with o hot plate, a bed, a 
chair and a broken radiol Sure, have a 
"merry Christmas" while you're young; 
they'll forget you when you're my age, he 
thought. 

It was snowing softly now. As he walked 
up the street, his loose old galosh suddenly 
came off his left foot and skidded a little 
in front af him in the snow. Bending stiffly to 
put it on, Mike thought he heard music and 
singing — carol-singing. Straightening up, he 
noticed that he was in front of the Salvation 
Army hall. "It'd be warm in there," he 
thought, "and I've got nothing to go home 
for. I think I'll go in anyway," 

The cosy hall was packed with recently- 



scrubbed children, praud parents and har- 
rassed teachers, and was redolent of Yuletide. 
A tall tree sparkled on the platform. Few 
saw the old man as he slipped into a back 
seat near the door, and fewer still paid 
any attention to him. The Christmas pro- 
gramme continued smoothly as a giggling 
boy finished his recitation amid prolonged 
applause. Mike's wandering gaze caught 
sight of a wallet belonging to the woman 
sitting in front of him. With fascination he 
watched it slide slowly from the seat to the 
floor, just in front of him. 

A sudden thought crossed his mind. Gaz- 
ing around furtively to see that no one was 
looking, he gradually moved his foot forward 
until it covered the purse. Success! He began 
to draw the wallet towards him when — pop 
— off came that old rubber, resting beside 
the wallet. Mike quickly drew his faot back 
under his seat, conscious of the suspicious 
gaze of those near him. He picked up the 
wallet, tapped the woman in front of him on 
the shoulder and gave her the purse. Then he 
put on his rubber and, with a flush of em- 
barrassment mantling his cheek, walked with 
dignity to the door. He could almost sense 
the whispers as he went out into the cold 
night. 

His room seemed bleak, and the bare light 
bulb hanging from the ceiling caused harsh 
shadows on the walls. For a long time Mike 
sat, silently remembering the old days when 
he was young, when he, too, had longed for 
Christmas. Then he went to bed, wishing that 
the fellow in the next room would turn down 
his radio. 

When he woke up late next morning, the 
radio was still on in the next room, this time 
sending forth Christmas carols. He wearily 
dressed. Came a knock at the door. Opening 
it he saw a boy, who said, "Hello, sirl Are 
you Mr. Bennett?" 

"Yes." 

"Well, my mum wants to thank you for 
giving her wallet back to her last night, and 



. . . er . . . she'd like to have you come and 
have Christmas dinner with us." 

Mike swallowed hard. He didn't want the 
boy to see the tin of corned beef and the 
absence of Yuletide decorations in the room. 

"Well, all right sonny. You wait there 

while ! put on my coat and rubbers." 
* * * 

The dinner had been excellent, the Christ- 
mas tree was really beautiful and the family 
had been so kind. Old Mike found it hard to 
swallow and had to blink to keep his eyes 
from spilling over when the young boy, in a 
halting voice, begon to read an almost for- 
gotten Story. ". . , and, lo the angel of the 
Lord came upon them, and the glory of the 
Lord shone round about them . . ." In thot 
moment he managed to catch a glimpse of 
the purpose of Christmas, 

Oh yesl He gat presents, including a new 
pair of rubbers. Best of all, he found Christ, 
as well as companionship in the Army corps. 
His lonely days were over. 

~~SCOTTIPS VICTORY 

(Continued from page 8) 
friendship in recruit camp. 

Two or ihree days later, hundreds of new, 
blue uniforms poured from the "leave 
special" at a large London terminus. I 
noticed two fellows walking along the plat- 
form together — they were Scottie and Smithy. 
I pointed them out to a companion. 

"Yes," he said, "Smithy invited Scattie 
home for Christmas." 

He went on to say that it was surprising, 
because Scottie has been planning "to paint 
the town red" during the leave. 

As Scottie and Smithy disappeared into a 
subway entrance, I thought that there could 
never be two fellaws so apparently different 
from each other. 

Later, I thought the whole thing seemed 
to capture the message of Christmos. Christ 
came to unite God and man, and because 
He came, men can overcome differences of 
every kind and be one, too. 

It is o memory recorded nat only in my 
mind but on my heart. For one thing, when 
I returned ta camp, I knelt by my bedside, 
too. Scottie didn't, but there was something 
different about him after the Christmas leave. 
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A Son? was 





^Jhul Over Since Christmas <J4a5 /foccn SJ/u 
Zxcstiuat of -~>ong. 
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VERY y.\u. a irxs, da\s before 

! j the '4M.\it ("'hri^tktn festival of 

ChrUtuus, I hear footsteps 

istealfhilv approaching my front 
tlnor, Whii-pered a>uu*r<atioio; are 
interrupted by a note on a musical 
hbtnuuent, .lolloped by a burst of 
song which has as its theme the 
coming of Christ, the Saviour of the 
world. 

The "surpiise" dins not surprise 
me, for as long as I can remember 
Salvationists have delighted in this 
lU'ait-waj'imur practice How can I 
forget the days when I as a youth 
would make one of a small croup of 
fellow - soldiers who, in similar 
fashion, would creep up to die 
Founders door and sing carols to 
that if rand old man in his home? 
This circle of singers to which I 



belonged then, and those bringing 
their joyful lay to me now have all 
hi'vn echoing the song born at Beth- 
lehem so long ago, music that has 
never a\tsed to vibrate tlnough the 
universe,, no matter how deep or 
dark the night has sometimes been. 

It is said that not a day dawns but 
what some creature welcomes it with 
sow*. When tire lirst day dawned 
and * God commanded the light to 
shine out of darkness 1 ' the morning 
stars sang together and all the sons 
of God shouted for joy. Is it any 
wonder, then, that a great burst of 
*ong giceted the dawn when the 
Day spring from on high was visiting 
ns -arid Christ the Saviour of the 
world was born to give the light of 
the knowledge of the glory of God? 

The theme of this song was not 
the creation, but the coming of One 
who should save His people from 
their sins, and the singers were the 
angels in that ''multitude of the 
heavenly host." The virgin mother 
had already sung in anticipation of 
the world's'joy: "My soul doth mag- 




IT CAME UPON THE MIDNIGHT CLEAR 

T'f I came upon the midnight dear, 
^1J That (jloriou* song of old, 

Frem tuvjds binding near the earth 

To touch their hqrpj of gold; 
?ec::e en the earth, good-will to men, 

Frc-m Hecivens Gil-gracious Kingi 
The wcHi in se'emn stillness lay 

To near the angels sing. 

t'jf with the woes of s?n and strife 

The world has suffered long; 
Beneath the angel-strain have rolled 

Two thousand years cf wrong. 
And man, at war with man, hears not 

The bve-scng which they faring; 
On hush the noise, ye men of sfrifel 

And hear the angels sing, 

Fcr !o! the days are hastening on, 

By prophet bards foretold, 
Wren with the ever-circling years 

Ccmes round the age of gold, 
When peace shall over all the earlh 

Its ancient splendours fling. 
And the whole world give bock the song 

Whkh now the angels sing. 

— Edmund Sears. 
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nify the Lord, and my spirit hath 
rejoiced in God, my Saviour," and 
ancient Simeon was soon to sing his 
own immortal song over this birth. 

These songs were heard by only a 
few, but today the Christinas carol 
reaches the ears of millions. As those 
singers of the long ago poured out 
their songs of joy and adoration they 
were forming the fountain-! lead of a 
stream of praise that has never since 
run dry. No one can tell how much 
Christian song has meant to the 
sad, to the dwellers in darkness, and 
to those in sin looking for de- 
liverance. 

In days of persecution the stream 
of song has sometimes seemed to be 
losing itself in the sands of time, but 
it lias come to the surface again in 
unexpected places with its life-giving 
waters, and when in flood it has 
been beyond the power of man to 
hem it in by banks of restraint. 

Mary sings her songs of praise, 
angels rejoice with their lay, offering 
glory to God and peace to the earth, 
and that just and devout man, 
Simeon, can bless God and sing: 
"Mine eyes have seen Thy salvation, 
which Thou hast prepared before the 
face of all people," and the inspira- 
tion of all their song is the one 
name which is above all other names 
— the precious name of Jesus! 

Many songs about Jesus are still 
being written, some, maybe, never to 
go beyond the family circle that they 
gladden; others possess a vigour and 
vision that make them encircle the 
earth; some carols, of course, seem 
to be the exclusive property of chil- 
dren, while others more profound 
make their appeal to their elders. 
But j whatever the carol, it lacks the 
warmth of love if it flows from the 
lips alone. If only those who join in 
these Heaven-born anthems could 
fully grasp their meaning and give 
their hearts as well as their songs to 
the Saviour 1 

Could we not all resolve this 
Christmas-tide to make our singing 
truly effective? First, that in a 

THE WAR CRY 




at Bethlehem 




spiritual sense Christ shall be born 
again in our hearts, and then, in 
emulation of the angels and the 
shepherds who made the message 
known, go out to others with a 
prayer that through our songs they, 
too, shall come to know the Saviour 
of the world. 

There is, I believe, a day drawing 
near when the gates of Heaven will 
open wide, and the singing hosts 
within and the singing throng out- 
side will blend their voices in a great 
multitude which no man can num- 
ber, and their song will be the song 
of Moses and the Lamb, 

Through this age of wars and con- 
vulsions, when the soil of civili2ation 
seems to be crumbling, when much of 
modern society is cancerous, and we 
see the upheaval of new regimes 
and nations, the joyous lay of 
the angel hosts and the echoing 
theme of our Christian carols 
are more needed than ever 
in the changeful history 
of man. Whether we 
are battling for the 
truth or propa- 
gating the 



Gospel, sanctified song can be an 
effective weapon hastening the dawn- 
ing of that day when the redeemed 
shall sing, "Thou wast slain, and 
hast redeemed us to God by Thy 
blood." 

If singing is the most fit- 
ting medium for thanks- 
giving, why do not our 
hearts sing more? 
The oil of gladness 
and the festive 
robes of right- ,/ 

eousness are 




the apparel of 
the redeemed, 
and the song in 
the heart is the true 
and native speech of 
those who, personally, 
have experienced the 
coming of the Saviour. 
The feeblest voice 
which has uttered but one 
trembling strain of its un- 
dying music here shall join in 
the fullness of the heavenly 
song there. 

So, let songs abound! I'll make 
my Christmas a singing festival. 
Will you? 



SONG 

HERE'S a song In the airj 

There's a star in the skyl 
There's a mother's deep prayer, 
And a baby's low cry; 
And the star rains its fire 
While the beautiful sing, 
For the manger of Bethlehem 
Cradles a King. 



AIR 



There's a tumult of joy 
O'er the wonderful birth; 
For the virgin's sweet boy 
s Ihe tord of the Earth. 
Ay, the star rains its fire, 
While the beautiful sing, 
For the monger of Bethlehem 
Cradles a King. 

In the light of that star 
Lie the ages impearled: 
And that song from afar 
Has swept over the world. 
Every heart is aflame, 
And ihe beautiful sing 
n the homes of the nations that 
Jesus is Kingl 




We rejoice in the light, 
And we echo the song 
That comes dawn through the night 
From the heavenly throng. 
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Ay, we shout to the lovely evangel 

They bring, 
And we greet in His cradle our 

Soviour and King. 
Josiah Gilbert Holland, 1 81 9-1 881 



PAGE ELEVEN 



-^ 



Those Nostalgic Christmas Songs 
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/Itli" 1 I-ORY to God in the highest, 
f/y and on earth peace, good 
will toward men," In this 
way, according to the Gospel of 
Luke, the ani.'.i.'Is sang to the shep- 
herds when Christ was barn. It was, 
in effect, the first Christmas carol. 
The music, unfortunately, has not 
been preserved, but the familiar 
words, in various forms, have been 
retained in many of our popular 
carols. 

There is record of neither words 
nor music of the shepherds as they 
returned from visiting the newborn 
Babe, "glorifying and praising God." 
But the custom was later to appear 
in Naples, where the shepherds 
came down from the hills at Christ- 
mas to entertain the townspeople 
with singing, dancing and bagpipes 
before the shrines in the streets of 
that city. 

In France, too, there was con- 
siderable stress upon the part the 
.shepherds played in the Nativity, 
for many of the French carols, or 
noel-5 (origin of the English nowell) 
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BY JOHN KRAGLUND, Toronto Music Critic 



are pa-ioral in subject-matter and 
style. 

Many of the carols celebrate the 
secular title of the festival— the 
feasting and making merry— as ex- 
emplified in the oldest printed 
carol, 'The Boar':, Head Carol" 
(152H. sung as the traditional dish 
is being borne in procession into the 
dining hall. Others deal with super- 
stition* and pagan ideas—holly, ivy, 
candles and mistletoe. 

"The Twelve Days of Christmas," 
popular today in the contemporary, 
authentic arrangement of Canadian 
composer Healey Willan, owes its 
beginning to the midwinter celebra- 
tions of the ancient Norsemen. 

Survival of carols has not always 
been easy. The Puritans put a stop 
to Christmas celebrations, includ- 
ing carols, but these things came 
back with the Reformation, al- 
though they were not popular 
among the Scottish Presbyterians, 
who shifted their time of celebra- 
tions to the New Year. 

The twentieth century revival of 
interest in folk music brought back 
many of the older carols. It is diffi- 
cult to say how closely they resem- 



ble their originals, since they had 
been handed down verbally from 
generation to generation, but they 
had the true carol flavour which 
had been missing in the newer com- 
positions of the Victorian era. 

Carol singing is newer in the 
United States, for the Puritans left 
such frills behind them. Yet one of 
the favourite carols, in the older 
tradition, was Hopkins' "We Three 
Kings of Orient Are," composed in 
the United States in 1857. 

Canada was more fortunate, for 
the French had no aversion to 
carols. The earliest known Canadian 
Christmas carol, "Jesus Ahatonhia " 
is said to have been composed in 
1641 for the Huron Indians by the 
missionary Jean de Brebeuf. 

A detailed survey of carols would 
consume volumes for they are a 
part of the heritage of all Christian 
nations. Perhaps such a survey 
would show how far we have 
wandered from the first carol sunjj 
by the angels. On the other hand 
some relationship may be assumed 
in the straightforward simplicity 
and sincerity that characterizes 
much congregational carol singing. 
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GOOD KING WINCESLAS 

A Carol that originated in Czechoslovakia 



GOOD King Wenceslas looked out 
On the feast of Stephen, 
When the snow lay round about, 

Deep and crisp and even. 
Brightly shone the moon that night, 

Though the frost was cruel, 
When a poor man came in sight 
Gathering winter fuel. 

"Hither, page, come stand by me, 

If thou know'st it, telling; 
Yonder peasant, who is he? 

Where and what his dwelling,?*' 
"Sire, he lives a good league hence, 

Underneath the mountain; 
Close against the forest fence, 

By St. Agnes' fountain. ■' 

"Bring me flesh, and bring me wine, 

Bring mo pine logs hither; 
Thou and I will see him dine 

When we bear them thither." 



Page and monarch, forth they went 

Forth they went together, 
Through the rude wind's wild lament, 

And the bitter weather. 

"Sire, the night is darker now, 

And the storm grows stronger; 
Fails my heart, I know not how, 

I can go no longer." 
"Mark my footsteps, brave, my page; 

Tread thou in them boldly; 
Then thou'lt find the winter's rage 

Freeze thy blood less coldly." 

In his master's steps he trod 

Where the snow lay dinted; 
Heat was in the very sod 

Which the saint had printed. 
Therefore, Christian men, be sure, 

Wealth or rank possessing, 
Ye who now do bless the poor, 

Shall yourselves find blessing. 
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The Broken Lamp 

BY CAPTAIN D, RANDALL, Sault Ste. Marie, Out. 



^FHE days leading up to Christmas 
-*■ were, for our family, a time of 
acute expectancy. The time seemed 
to pass so slowly for us younger 
children, and even the older ones 
(in our family of eight) could not 
altogether hide their excitement. 

Father had devised the plan of 
allowing the children to buy each 
other gifts, entrusting them to 
Mother and him secretly until 
Christmas morning, when they 
would be distributed. You may be 
sure that the clays before Christmas 
were busy ones, as decisions were 
made and changed. When we visited 
the stores, uncertainty was the order 
of the day until purchases were 
made. Yet it was a joyous time for 
the whole family, and Dad's plan 
helped us understand the real spirit 
of giving. It also revealed character, 



for each one tried to get something 
that the other person liked, and 
thus we would study each others 
preferences in our effort to satisfy. 

The day before Christmas we 
were playing in one of the rooms 
when, suddenly, a large oil-lamp 
crashed to the floor. We never 
"tattled" in our house and, when 
something was missing or broken, it 
was left to the individual's con- 
science to confess. Mother heard the 
crash and came running up the 
stairs. Gazing upon the bits of 
broken glass she said, "Oh, what will 
your father say?" No one spoke a 
word. 

Calling us into the kitchen, she 
asked each one the question, "Did 
you knock the lamp off the stand?" 
Each one in turn said, "I didn't do 
it!" 



CAROLLING MEMORIES 

(Continued from page 4) 



the same spirit of joyful celebration, 
but instead of being confined to the 
homes, it was let loose on the street. 
At our first corps we ventured forth 
aimed with only a portable organ to 
accompany a handful of singers — all 
young people. The excited crowds 
milled around us, and in their 
enthusiasm tried the effect of fire- 
crackers on our little instrument. We 
stuck it out, but the din was rather 
unnerving. However, we felt we had 
reminded the careless revellers of 
the real meaning of Christmas — the 
advent of a Saviour to the world. 

In those days we reached a corps 
that serenaded "de luxe" — the 
bandsmen comfortably seated on a 
large truck, the collectors being the 
only ones who had to use shanks 1 
pony! Still, the dear old carols were 
the same, and the people — seated on 
the verandas of homes or hotels, 
drinking soft drinks, or sipping some- 
thing stronger — really appreciated 
our effort. 

Today, relieved from playing an 
instrument, I "collect". It is a thrill 
to mount the steps of verandas, gaz- 
ing with appreciation on the sparkl- 
ing tree, often a real spruce on the 
lawn, glowing with a score of multi- 
coloured lights. Then to see the faces 
at the window disappear, and the 
door flung open, while a gust of 



warm air strikes one's chilly features 
like a pleasant blow, and the smell of 
seasonable goodies comes refresh- 
ingly to one's nostrils, is joy uncon- 
fined. This direct contact with the 
people is infinitely more satisfying 
than the remote business of playing 
in the band, and seeing it all at a 
distance. The people, in the main, 
are so delighted and so generous. 
The box grows heavier, and my 
heart lighter as I stumble, or slide 
from veranda to veranda. 

Sometimes I'll be invited into a 
home while the inmates hunt for 
some money, and I stay a little too 
long. Where is the band? And the 
collectors? Nowhere to be seen. I 
stride along a few houses, then stop 
and listen, the snow falling silently 
around me, sparkling like diamonds 
in the electric street lights. Ah, a 
faint sound. The band! I can dis- 
tinguish the tune, "Deck the halls 
with boughs of holly ..." I hurry in 
the direction of the sound, and soon 
fall into my stride again. Oh, the 
joy of it all! 

Then to the hall, where the treas- 
urer sits like a bank teller, emptying 
the boxes, jotting down the totals, 
and announcing, "Brother Jones has 
topped the lot— $26.74!" Then the 
hot soup and the tea — or, if we are 
lucky, hot dogs. 




''Well, one of you must have done 
it," she replied. "Tomorrow is Christ- 
mas morning. Wc expect to have a 
blessed and joyous time, but there 
will be no happy time for anyone 
until the one who broke the lamp 
confesses. There will be no gifts to- 
morrow if this is not settled before." 
Consternation! The innocent ones 
thought the decision of Mother very 
unjust, while the guilty one, so far, 
(Continued on page 17) 

And when finally the Day of days 
comes round, we feel wc can enjoy 
it to the full, for have we not helped 
to bring blessing to others — both by 
our music and by the extra bounty 
supplied to homes where need was 
acute? 

But sweetest of all the memories 
are those of hearts touched and lives 
changed by the incoming of the 
spirit of love and good will, so char- 
acteristic of Christmas. Often, when 
doors are opened, the occupants of 
the house stand there with eyes that 
are moist, and sometimes an oppor- 
tunity is offered of entering into a 
conversation which results in a re- 
newed faith in God. 

Who knows what preventive influ- 
ences have been set in motion by the 
soft strains of "Joy to the world" or 
"Come and worship 1 '? Reports have 
been received of men who, on evil 
bent, were stopped in time by reflec- 
tions set up by the sound of hymn- 
playing, reminding them of God, 
and of His unchangeable laws. 

Let all those who go forth to cele- 
brate Christ's birth by singing or 
playing carols do so with the highest 
of motives — as present-day "herald 
angels," reiterating the most joyful 
and significant news that ever 
saluted the ears of hitman beings — 
THE GIFT TO A SIN-CURSED 
WORLD OF A LOVING SAV- 
IOUR. 
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MOST vivid Christinas 
iiii'inojy is not one c»f my 
remit ones, although as a Salvation 
Army officer I have found the season 
busy and happy. Nor is it one of my 
rMldiu>od Yuletides, filled with gifts, 
old-fashioned country school con- 
certs, S:uita Clauses family re- 
unions, turkey, and mincemeat pies. 



"I Had 



a 



Tlit? Christmas I remember most 
vividly was the year that 1 was fif- 
ttvii. Oil yes. there were the usual 
cifts. the family dinner with turkey, 
and litis of other good things to cat. 
It wasn't even outstanding because, 
for the first time, I was allowed to 
twt with the adults (there was never 
enough room for all of us at the one 
table;, although that was important 
enough, 

That Christmas was different 
mainly because the One whose birth- 

BY 

CAPTAIN DOROTHY BOYD, 
Toronto 

day we were celebrating had found 
His way into my heart. My thoughts 
of Jesus, previous to this had mainly 
been a bit of sentimental fantasy. 
Hut this particular year I had ac- 
cepted Christ as my Saviour, and al- 
though, as yet, I knew little about 
the Christian way. I had determined 
two mouths before to follow Christ. 
Now as I look back on my pathetic 
efforts to serve Him they seem al- 



A STAR HUNG LOW 



A STAR hung low in the M$t*rn sky 
Ona night in th® long ago, 
And wise m«n followed thai b«ck'nlng 
gleam; 
Pressed onward with hearts all aglow; 
For Ihfl- star proclaimed to a weary world 

Th« truth of a prophet's dream, 
And it l«d aright to the infant Christ, 

Whom they worshipped with joy supreme. 

And shepherds tamped on a lonely hill, 

Were thrilled ot a bunt of song, 
A glimpse of heavenly ecstasy 

Expreiied by the ongelt' long. 
And with fsorfvl joy they hurried forth, 

To worship the holy child, 
Then exdasined with joy when they found 
Hva babe, 

And peat* to their natures wild. 

The stars shtrve bright o'er the world tonight, 
Over mountain, and dale and plain, 

Recalling la moitafi the scene of old 
Where good-will came down to man. 

PAGE FOURTEEN 



And Heaven's message of inward peace, 
Of freedom and fearless mirth, 

In a thousand carols is heard again, 
Refreshing the weary earth. — H.P.W. 



NO ROOM 

E was cradled in a manger; 

His own angels sang the hymn 
Of rejoicing at His coming — 
Yet there was no room for Him! 

Oh, my brothers, are we wiser, 
Are we better now than they? 

Have we any room for Jesus 
In the life we live today? 

Not much room far our Lord Jesus 
Has there been, or will there be; 

Room for Pilate and for Herod — 
Not for Him of Calvary. 

Rccm for pleasures — doors wide open, 
And for business — but for Him 

Only here and there a manger, 
Like to that at Bethlehem. 



Secret " 



most laughable. Nevertheless, I had 
heard God's eall and I was conscious 
of an overwhelming desire to do l.Iis 
will. This Christmas I had a new joy 
within my heart, a new realization of 
what Christmas really meant. Despite 
the discouragements and ridicule I 
met I was certain that nothing could 
turn me from this "new and livincr 
way . 

Besides all this, I had a wonder- 
ful secret, one that I wasn't even 
able to tell any of my family for a 
number of months. In the past 
month I had started to attend Sal- 
vation Army meetings, in spite of 
parental disapproval. The weekend 
before Christmas the divisional com- 
mander had visited our corps, and 
although there had only been very 
few at the meeting, he had spoken 
of the need for officers. I was 
strangely moved by his message and 
also intrigued by this organization 
with its joyful worship. 

After the meeting I had asked the 
corps officer if I could borrow some 
books from Iter about The Salva- 
tion Army. She lent me the story of 
William Booth's life. On Christmas 
Eve I found myself reading this 
thrilling story. Near the end of the 
book I read these words, "Should 
you be a Salvation Army officer?" 
Then it seemed as though a voice 
spoke to me by name and said, C T 
want you to be an officer." I often 
marvel that I did not question that 
call, for I knew so little about the 
ways of God and even less about 
the Army, but I immediately knelt 
by my bed and said, "Yes, Lord, I'll 
do what You want me to do." 

So, on that wonderful Christmas 
Day, I had a marvellous secret. God 
had called me! I was too ignorant of 
the task to which God had called 
me even to think of my inadequacies 
(which I have often had enumerated 
since). I only knew that God had 
given me the most wonderful gift I 
could possibly have received — to 
have heard God's voice speaking to 
me, and to have the privilege of 
doing His will 

THE WAR CRY 



if Jesus 
Came Today 



"And she brought forth her first- 
born son, and wrapped him in swad- 
dling clothes, and laid him in a 
manger; because there was no room 
for them in the inn" 

rf OR 4,000 years the world had 
*1r waited the Messiah. Prophets 
mJ* had predicted His coming, 
and had even mentioned the place 
where He would be born, Jewish 
mothers had prayed that God would 
favour them with a son who would 
be the promised Messiah, but when 
He came there was no room for 
Him — only a stall in a stable. 

Christmas is the time when most 
people are generous, but there was 
no generosity at the Bethlehem inn. 
The town was devoid of such feel- 
ings and turned its back on Love it- 
self, which came in the form of a 
Child. Had the owner of the inn 
understood the significance of the 
chance that was -offered to him — 
if he had known the identity of the 
Child — his simple house could have 
become the most glorious place in 
the world, instead of being marked, 
as it is now, as uncharitable and 
inhospitable. 

Is there room for Christ in the 
world today? If Jesus should come 
would He be better received by the 
high and low than He was nearly 
2 a 000 years ago? On one occasion 
people went out to meet Jesus, and 
when they had found Him they bade 
Him depart from their country. His 
presence interfered with their selfish 
interests and worldly affairs and, 
therefore, there was no room for 
Him. 



THE WAR CRY is indebted to the Abingdon 
Publishing Company, New York, for permis- 
sion to reproduce the nativity scene used as 
a frontispiece in this issue. If any reader 
desires a copy on art paper etc., he may 
obtain same from the New York Graphic 
Society, Greenwich, Conn., U.S.A. 
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ALFRED 

ST. LAURENT, 

Quebec 



If Jesus were here again today in 
the flesh, I think He would not be 
popular in political, social or even 
in some religious circles. 

Neither is it entirely true that all 
who call themselves Christians give 
Him full possession of their hearts. 
There may be a room to which He 
would not be given the key. We are 
by nature unwilling to give Jesus 
full place if that implies the sacri- 




fice of our selfish interests. It is said 
of Jesus, "He came unto His own, 
and His own received Him not." The 
same fate would meet Him today in 
many communities that bear His 
Name. 

If we give Him room in our hearts 
He, who had room for sinners of 
all kinds, for the sick and suffering 
and for sad and disappointed souls, 
will have room for us in eternity. 



IF HE HAD NOT COME 



BY THE LATE LT.-COLONEL H. C. TUTTE 



3F Jesus had not come to earth 
That glorious Christmas Day; 
If there had been no lowly birth, 

No baby in the hay; 
If there had been no Saviour born, 

No shepherds kneeling there, 
This would have been a cheerless morn 
And life a blank despair. 

If Jesus had not come to dwell 

In lowliest estate, 
The poor would doubt us when we tell 

Of love supremely great, 
No Christmas spirit would have made 

Men generous and kind, 
Their joy to render friendly aid 

Whenever need they find. 



If Jesus had not come to earth 

What would we do with sin? 
No glorious hope of second birth, 

No perfect peace within; 
No hope of breaking with the past, 

Or Joy of sins forgiven; 
No victory o'er the grave at last. 

No entry into heaven. 

But Jesus came in very truth, 

The Hope of all the earth; 
The Hope of age, the Hope of youth, 

Is in the Saviour's birth. 
Incarnate Son of Power Divine, 

Of humble virgin born, 
Here cradled in this heart of mine 

Makes holy Christmas morn. 



Had wise men never shown their love 
With myrrh, incense and gold, 

And angel legions from above 
No song of peace had told; 

No gifts would join our hearts as one, 
And tell of Christian love; 
Nor carol sung In unison 
With that great choir above. 
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A Gift of Golf-balls 

B¥ RECRUITING SERGEANT HARRY CRAWSHAW, 

im faki ?s C'H^.s.^ Edward tead, W^:j«g? 
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fr% im rm 



vl 



V*h#* 



a d'crt! fft* Ksmer^n, but 
«H»yht a kw^y ft»H of 



nwe-ukm st'/v^.i. 'hard 
lirmn ©f wot l« ouf 
like <rm flj | f»v«'i0^»?T>y 



*h9 ^'jCS fo^r <rt i3 

fhe Vstt-« 3#;saie»i 

eiw?nf) i-ha I ,'700 p? 
•camp, and ssnlsd 
».oima aver ^Ke bans of Cfwilssn ;nt&rm»a 

je-rt th@ tfiiy-SMfv.^g fstdsr Ci?«Hsi., Wm »nd 

«*h*KS ha* removed from th* ( r new "&CCU- 
p*©d" H«*r«'S. TN B«f£j^©<i id'Mww** was 
d#ir*sf-ahjtn|j, Ho news from t^ne ©utitid® 
reached gi ; vra Had no td^Q wiwi rhs war 
we-wid @nd <and owr far^ b® d#e**fed. Th# 
ir*Wf*0.fe!« foeirlnrd wire, st-rungi and taRfkd 
edl ars>w«d %)%, tmtmd re drsve if* j^oggcd 
teeth eb*p into ov? h#»art&. 

G&©d K-um®«f etnd .rrKKj. nation helped, 
p&rti-irukarJy wHw Christmas earns. C»n- 
rrrv^ti dftcwstions fd?*roor>ftd fh* wmhm 
st»ir«s. We »v#« esicl'tafx^jed gff'r One day 
ifj *hs fall a huffi pares! reached ws urwier 
sf the &©d Crow. Wo tore it 
i-rJy— -the b^j box wol full of golf- 

What a roar of tayt$ht®# w»tt* wpl We us$d 
i+>»se ball* in every conceivable way. Hung 
in the Huts, they g«v« a gala tcveh to rh« 
gVod season- I wanted to giv« mry buddy a 
gift, On Ch?it*mrjrt morning h® found, t^si"*- 
fully wrapped ond. conveying my bast 
with©?, two golf -bath, ) received three of 
th^s s©me from soro^cms $&*s. We us#d the 
ball* in ether woyi, toe. Someone! discovered 
that shavings of m^ir substance, ignited in 
a?n twhtray, produced volumes of wrsoke. 
Wb«raupofy w© ^@t to wcrk indjatfiou'sSy With 
t-ha vegseiiaKe gratis from the kitchen, Th© 
ch*p« ffwit b» hfditen, of court®, but one 
a artHki-al leg, Hallowed ® u ^ ^d 
d«if®rTion wh«n it carried contra- 
band be-fiar©, and might do ogain. It was 
fhete s,h.r©4d®ci go-lf-baJIs, *cat?ered afeau-t the 
yard ©kid set oligriT, which prcvi<k«d the 
1 needed when f and tight 



;in$ wfifgltd threwgh a crudf 

th# fence, and th«nce to 

sy^nanr in lh« paratfOGpeTi, 
Ajf&wt Ditfis'OT) ami, as an 
d wftain prefer© ntiii! tf&at- 
m,p \ %*d likis all tf*e others 
Jay, However, in what 1 call 
" Th# C«4® & tHe 0iMrpj:»«anng BtanVst." 
Wfffd h«i rr«th#d our cansp that a Genevan 
officii wowid vsit to inspect, A scurry of 
pi'^pcsratkKn begem. Our b«ds were never 
*©© wcjrm, and cur cuptora must have feared 
»nsy.re on this po^nt. Lorr»es hsqon to roll 
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A MATIVITY PRAYER 

XUE come into Thy prest?nct\ 
" gracirnis Fatlicr, at this the 
gladdest and sweetest time on the 
Christian calendar — the season 
when we celebrate the birth of Thy 
Son— the greatest Gift of all time. 
We rejoice that God loved out 
jjoor, sinful world enough to jjfive 
His only begotten Son, so that all 
who believe in Him should not 
perish but should inherit eternal life, 
and we pray that w r e may gladly 
accept this unspeakable Gift, if we 
have not already done so s this Christ- 
inastide. We know if we do — if we 
swing wide the door of our heart to 



THE CHRISTMAS SPIRIT 

By the late WALT MASON, a Canadian Poet 

rpH£ Cnmfmai bells again ring out a message sweet and clear, 
X And harmony is round about, and happiness is near. 
So te u& ali sing emeu again, at on an elder day; 

God rest you marry gentlemen, let nothing you dismay," 
Fojrgst the office and the mart, the woek-day hook and crook, 

And ks&WJ ^p your withered heart, as well as pocketbook; 
Forget the ledger and tha pen. and watch the children play, 

'God rest you merry gentlemen, let nothing you dismay." 

The Christmas time with peace Is fraught, from strife and sorrow free, 

And every wish and every thought should kind and gentle be; 
in worlds beyond our mortal ken this is a holy day, 

"God rest you merry gentlemen, let nothing you dismay." 
Today from Eden's plains afar the shepherds converse hald, 

And watch again the risen star, as in the days of old, 
And as the shepherds watched it then, so may we watch today. 

"God rest you merry gentlemen, let nothing you dismay." 



up, faden wiih blankets. Guards hurried to 
distr*buie them; there was one for every bed, 
and they were beautifully white. The in- 
spection was mode on schedule, and immedi- 
ately it was over, the white blankets were 
collected and whisked away as briskly as 
t'hey had come. 

( have often thought of that temporary 

Christmas gift, and contrasted it with God's 

gift of His Son, He came, a baby to a 

manger, wrapped in swaddling clothes. This 

(Continued foot column 3| 



Time To Think 



nilRISTMAS is a breathing-spell 
in the midst of a busy life — a 
time when we close the books, take 
stock of the bounties of the year 
almost gone, close the shop-door, 
and shut out the busy world. It is a 
time when we think of those within 
our family circle — parents, children, 
grandchildren, uncles, aunts, nieces, 
nephews arid dear friends if only 
to give them presents or send them 
cards. But we do think of them. AH 
year we have been too busy to give 
them more than a passing thought, 
but CHRISTMAS MAKES US 
THINK OF OUR LOVED ONES. 



Most of all, we think of Jesus, 
whose coming to this sin-cursed 
earth nearly two milleniurus ago has 
brought light in the place of dark- 
ness; pity instead of Cruelty; sym- 
pathy, instead of callousness; hope, 
instead of despair; faith, instead of 
superstition; understanding in the 
place of criticism; Heaven instead of 
Hell. 

Let us take full advantage of this 
brief spell of cmiet, and praise God 
for it, for all too soon we plunge 
again into the breathless rush of 
modern life. Make Christmas then, 
a season of renewal. 



the King of kings, He will come in 
and transform our lives, giving us 
grace to face life, with its many 
problems, with serenity and courage. 

Help us at this festive season to 
think of others — to seek out those 
who are poor and lonely, and to do 
the best we can to help them to 
enjoy Christmas, and to understand 
that the coming of Christ has 
meant an outpouring of love and 
sympathy for the weak and suffering 
— an expression that is at work 
throughout the world today wher- 
ever Christ's Gospel has been 
accepted. 

Help us to make this happy season 
a time of genuine worship and 
adoration, so that it shall not be 
merely spent in feasting and 
pleasure. Through Jesus Christ our 
Lord. 



[Continued from column 2] 
thing was not done for show, to pass some 
inspection. Nor was He snatched away be- 
fore we could truly benefit. He is with us 
still, this Christmas gift. I know, for I have 
Him within me, and having Him, have 
eternal life. I found that he that hath the 
Son hath life, and that this is a gift thai 
lasts. 
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No Time for Tears 



BY MAJOR L HANSEN 



/CHRISTMAS is not supposed to 
^ be a time for tears but rather 
for family gatherings, with fun, 
feasting and fellowship. Of course, 
it should be a time for wonder and 
worship. 

We did not consider ourselves 
poor in our home. I do not remem- 
ber going hungry at any time. If 
there were money-worries, our 
parents kept them to themselves. On 
the other hand, we were not 
affluent. For instance, I never 
owned an overcoat until I was away 
from home, working for myself. 

With a large family to provide 
for — there were twelve children — 
my father's teacher's salary did not 
allow for expensive gifts at Christ- 
mas. To assure that each of us 
received a toy to our liking we were 
given a mail-order catalogue to 
study some time before the holiday 
and, in it, we would mark those 
items that appealed to us. Our 
parents would then choose one thing 
from this list for each child, and this 
would be presented to him or her 
on Christmas Eve. 

One year I remember being so 
disappointed as I received my gift 
that I stood in the dark hallway and 



shed bitter tears. I had cho.son this 
toy from the gaudy illustration, but 
when I held it in my hand it had 
lost its appeal. It was childish grief 
and soon overcome, but as I sit at 
my desk these many, many years 
later and marshall my memories, 
that disappointment is one of the 
most vivid recollections. 

I cannot help but think that there 
are many men and women today 
who experience disappointment and 
disillusionment. The things which 
they desired and had chosen to work 
for turned out to be less than they 
expected, and so unsatisfying. There 
is a revealing account of the Israel- 
ites in the wilderness craving meat; 
they were tired of the "manna'* God 
sent them each day. The psalmist 
comments: "He gave them their 
request, but sent leanness into their 
souls." 

The crux of the question is to 
make the right choice. Moses knew 
that when he "chose rather to suffer 
affliction with the people of God, 
than to enjoy the pleasures of sin 
for a season." Joshua was aware of 
its importance when he called to his 
compatriots: "Choose ye this day 
whom ye will serve; as for me and 



THE BROKEN LAMP 

(Continued from -page 13) 



had carefully hidden all signs of 
guilt. 

Later that day my eldest sister 
was the first to hear my sobbing. As 
she came in I said to her, "Will you 
tell Mother that I broke the lamp?" 
But she knew that this way of 
revealing guilt would not satisfy 
mother, so she replied, "No, you will 
have to tell her yourself." This 
brought a fresh outburst of tears. 
Mother heard the commotion and 
hurried in. 

"Has something happened to my 
boy?" she asked. 

"Idid it Mother!" 

With this confession, peace came 
to my soul, the gloom was suddenly 
lifted, the suspense of the last few 
hours was over, and the joyous spirit 
of expectancy revived as we resumed 
our play. But I still had to face Dad 
and, later, use all my pocket-money 
to help buy a new lamp! 

The memory of this incident made 



me wonder whether it would be a 
good idea to establish a household 
rule that there will be no Christmas 
cheer until the members of a home 
have made all their wrongs right by 
way of complete confessions and 
restitution! Then, I remembered 
that there is such a law; that, be- 
cause of man's transgressions the 
Lord of glory came to live upon this 
earth, and to die, that all our sins 
might be blotted out. 

Is it not true then, that in order 
to understand the real meaning of 
Christmas, and in order to enjoy in 
all its fulness the meaning of the 
birth of the Christ-child, we must 
confess our sins? He who is "faithful 
and just to forgive us our sins," will 
give us the only Christmas cheer — 
that is, real joy. May you, reader, 
open your heart to God so that this 
Christmas season you may enjoy, as 
never before, the real significance of 
the birth of Christ. 




my house, we will serve the Lord." 

Jesus sadly referred to those who, 
in their lifetime, had chosen tem- 
poral and fleeting advantages rather 
than spiritual and enduring quali- 
ties, as being cast "into outer 
darkness" to weep, and to gnash 
their teeth in a helpless agony of 
remorse. Reader, you do not want 
that experience, do you? Choose 
that greatest gift of all time, the 
Lord and Saviour, Jesus Christ. 
"Whosoever will" includes you. 



AN ANGRY PHONE 
CALL 

(Continued from poge 8) 

holiday. Five of us who proudly wore the 
one stripe on our sleeves, to show that we 
were "orderlies," decided that we would 
serenade the staff early Christmas morning. 
Quite early we salJied forth to sing our 
carols to each member of the staff, and also 
at the door of the sick-room, where some 
unfortunate cadets were quartered. Our small 
company was soon joined by other cadets, 
who were glad to join in the singing. It was 
a joyous morning. 

I think none of us who shared that day 
will ever forget the kindness of the staff, 
wha sacrificed any personal pleasure they 
might have enjoyed to spend that day with 
the cadets, 

Santa Claus arrived in the evening — not 
so rotund as usual, but the tallest Santa 
I have ever seen. He was accompanied by a 
much smaller codet as "The New Year," and 
between them they caused o great deal of 
merriment as they distributed the packages 
which had been arriving from "'home" and 
which had been carefully hidden from 
eagerly expectant eyes until the right 
moment arrived. 

The day closed with a time of fellowship,, 
speeches from one or two cadets trying to 
express appreciation to the officers, and 
kindly remarks from the Brigadier to us all. 
It should be added, there were a few tears 
at the thought that never again should we 
meet in this woy. 

Someone has said, "Happiness is a great 
love, and much serving." I think that was 
the secret of our foy on that wonderful 
Christmas Day, and it could easily bring 
about glodness any time and anywhere. 
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TTN THE, yoais that I was stadoned 
3) in tht. 1 Orient the Chinese cele- 
brated their New War with elaborate 
ceremonial (and still do. no doubt:. 
Christians had a job to convince 
tl lt'iii that their Christmas was any 
inore than the "foreigner! New 
Year. ' Salvationists, of course em- 
phasized the term "je^us" birthday,"' 
and, in all our celebrations we kept 
His name and story to the ion). 

The winter in North China is bit- 
terly cold, and we pioneer Salva- 
tionists, found so much need that we 
began to provide hot food fen" the 
thousands of starving poor who 
crowded the streets (this was long 
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before the Communists took over). 
Huge sheds were erected, and boilers 
ueie installed, where millet porridge 
was o-nked. Itaiers were plared in 
the threat encli>sures to give warmth 
to the many who came for food. I 
whh yon ronld have seen them -- 
the halt, tlie lame, the blind, the 
small-pox ridden, even the leprous — 
shivering and hungry, coming to 
these havens of relief. 

BY 
LT.-COLONEL HAL BECKETT 

On Christmas Day, ami^, the many 
demands laid upon missionary of- 
ficers, we had made it festive for 
our own youngsters. After dinner I 
had duties at one of the porridge 
kitchens in the city. Torn between 
duty and the joy of being with my 
children. I decided to take the 
youngsters with me, so I asked them : 
"Would yon like a run in an ice- 
boat to go to see the poor people 
have their Christmas dinners?' 1 

The suggestion was received with 
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**(3 MERRY c: *sn>mias" Where- 
Jct- ever tlie Engloh language is 
spoken those- joyous words, will ring 
out Christmas day. On every other 
day a jjt'rfunetoiy nod will suffice as 
two pie hurry to business or pleasure. 
lint at Christmas there is a change 
in spirit, For the moment we are 
interested in another's well-being. 

Should we not pause and ask our- 
selves why? Is it not because we 
have Income aware, fleer ingly per- 
haps, of an overixnveriug, divine love 
seeking to lift the thoughts and 
passiom of men to a level where 
self is forgotten and interest in others 
prevails? This lightness of heart, this 
exultation of spirit are recognized 
as the expre^vn of a nobler self. 
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We have a right to be "merry" 
for we have begun to savour tlie 
meaning of "Peace on earth, good- 
will to men," which shall usher in 
the Kingdom of God on Earth. 

but our spirit of merriment should 
not stop with a word: there must 
be tangible expression. The practice 
of gifts at Christmas, alas too often 
abused and grudged, should minister 
to our own good cheer when we 
see they bring gladness to those who 
receive them. 

"God sent Mis Son into the world 
that the world might be saved." 

We must seek to capture our own 
measure of the spirit of that great 
Gift as we celebrate Christmas 

—W.T.M. 



delight so, muffled up to the ears 
for tlie ride on home-made sledges, 
and laden with extra rugs, we went 
to the lake-side, bargained with the 
coolies and were soon tucked into a 
sleigh. With a .shout, the coolies 
shoved off, and sitting at the head 
of die craft, they jabbed a steel- 
pointed stick into the ice and pro- 
pelled us through the crisp air. It 
was exhilarating and. for the chil- 
dren, all too soon over. 

When we arrived the "guests" 
were already assembled. We hurried 
to the braziers to warm our hands, 
and our children saw poverty at its 
worst. 

One Chinese laddie came in on 
elbows and knees — hands and feet 
had been lost by frostbite \ the blind 
were led to a special place where 
they need not jostle with the crowd; 
mothers with infants were given in- 
dividual care, and places near the 
fire were found for the most scantily 
clad, or those whose arms and legs 
were wrapped in newspapers tied 
round with string. 

Our youngsters looked with amaze- 
ment and pity at tlie strange ob- 
jects of humanity who waited for 
Christmas dinner. As we watched, 
an old woman came through the 
door. She carried a huge basket 
strapped on her back in which she 
was wont to store scraps from the 
streets. As she hobbled in, she slipped 
the straps of her basket from her 
shoulders and hurried to the fire. 
Rubbing her skeleton hands together, 
she exclaimed in a tone of deep gra- 
titude, "Ai-ya! Leng-ah!" My little 
boy, correctly interpreting her Chin- 
ese, asked me, "Daddy, is she very 
cold"? 

"Yes, darling," I replied, "she is, 
but aren't you glad that the Army 
has lit a fire to warm her?" 

There were tears in the child's 
eyes as he replied, "Yes, Daddy, and 
I want to give her ALL my toys." 
Surely the Spirit of Christinas was 
at work. 
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